A SONG TO DAVID           233
LXXII
Sweet is the dew that falls betimes,
And drops upon the leafy limes ;
Sweet Herinon's fragrant air :
Sweet is the lilly's silver bell.
And sweet the wakeful tapers smell
That watch for early prayer.
LXXIII
Sweet the young nurse with love intense,
Which smiles o'er sleeping innocence ;
Sweet when the lost arrive :
Sweet the musician's ardour beats,
While his vague mind's in quest of sweets,
The choicest flow'rs to hive.
LXXIV
Sweeter in all the strains of love,
The language of thy turtle dove,
Paired to thy swelling chord ;
Sweeter with ev'ry grace endu'd,
The glory of thy gratitude,
Respired unto the Lord.
LXXV
Strong is the horse upon his speed ;
Strong in pursuit the rapid glede,
Which makes at once his game :
Strong the tall ostrich on the ground ;
Strong thro? the turbulent profound
Shoots xiphias* to his aim,
* The sword-fisk.